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"Just look back. Muriel, ami sr-- e if there
Is r.ot another bath chair coming."

tt was certainly th- - fourth time the re-
quest had been made. Muriel turned her
h .:. obediently an.l looked. V,ut the lor.?
rsjnnr.ade by the sea was nearly empty.
It wa out of the season, and It was tue
ir.ld.lle of a week. Brl-ht- on was compara-
tively a desert.

The sun bat down scorchlngly overhead;
the daziling white houses on the farther
side of the roaO seamed to blink in the
heat, and to the south lay the sea, smooth
and oily, and almost motionless In its
breezeie?s silence.

Home nurses and citizens sat limply on
the Iron benches. A few strollers were
dotted about. A rapped woman was try-
ing to ?ell faded button-hol- e flowers from a
basket on her arm to the infrequent passer-
s-by; there was no one else.

"No. grandpapa, there is no bath chair In
e!ght," said Muriel, wearily. In a voice that
Implied a total indifference as to whether
there was one or no. As a matter of lact,
ehe had not even the curiosity to inquire
"why her grandfather was anxious on the

or why a bath chair, other than
Ms own. interested him so much this after-
noon.

Sao was so tired and so hot! How she
Lated Brighton, and her life at the house
of her crippled grandfather!

Hverv day she had to tramp out after
that chair for hours up and down, up and
down the long asphalt walk, until sea and
Sky and town became blurred and confused
before her eyes, and until her poor little
tired feet ached and burnt.

"Tell the fool to stop!" cried out old
Lord Learman. peremptorily. "I want to
"wait here. I am expecting a friend. I
fhaU wait till she comes. Make him ßtop,"
MurieL What an Idiot the man is!"

Muriel had to catch hold of the chair-
man's arm and to bellow In his ear he was
very deaf, and marly as old as hl3 em-
ployer.

The chair was drawn up facing the sea,
beside a bench. The man sauntered away
to the iron railings, over which he hung
Jdly, and Muriel Gray sat down by her
grandfather on the bench.

Presently, far away along the hot asphalt
walk, another bath chair loomed Into the
prospect.

"There is one coming now," said Muriel.
The old man's grim, yellow face relaxed

Into lins of .satisfaction.
"Oh-h- !" he ej tVuiatcd, with a slsh of re-

lief. "She is coming, then! Look, child,
who can you see in it?"

Muriel screwed up her eyes in the glare
of the afternoon sun. "It looks like a very
old woman, grandpapa."

"Very oil. indeed! Why, Ellen Henson
Is younger than I am."

Muriel suppressed a smile. "Then she
can't be old. I suppose." she remarked.
drily. "Perhaps it is not your friend at
all."

"Yes ye.--, of course, it must be she.
lias gt white hair?"

"Yes very white."
"And is there anyone with her, or is she

by herself:"
"There is a gentleman walking by the

fide of the chair."
"Then he is with her!" remarked Lord

Learman, half to himself; and the irritable
lines about his brow and mouth softened,
end the disagreeable old face grew almost
gentle and tender.

The advancing bath chair drew nearer
and nearer, and presently a shabby black
parasol was frantically waved at the sta-
tionary chair.

Muriel began to experience a growing
curiosity. What she saw was the dearest
little old lady in the world, with wavy hair
es white as snow, and with great melting
brown eyes, that even now were as attrac-
tive as they were shrewd and keen.

"Ellen! Ellen!" cried her grandfather,
tremulously, holding out two trembling
hands. "I can't come forward to greet you.
my dear "

"Ah, my dear Learman," broke in the old
lady's fuller voice. "After all these years
we meet at last! My dear, dear fellow!"

Their hands reached out to one another,
and clasped each other over the edges of
their invalid chairs. After fifty years of
separation the old lovers had met again.

Meanwhile, the two who stood by looked
f.rst at the old people and then at each
other. Muriel raw that the gentleman who
had walked by Mrs. Ilenson's bath chair
was tall and slight and young. He had
brown eyes like the old lady's and wavy
hair that was dark and crisp, and his face
was fresh and pleasant to look upon. No
or.e inlnhurd her to him, or him to her.
The old people seemed to have only eyes
for each other; they began. to talk rapidly
and excitedly to one another, and their
talk was the talk of old people.

"Do you remember ?"
"Have you forgotten ?"

. "Is he still alive?"
"What became of her?"
These were the questions that preluded

their eager conversation, and all the time
their hands remained firmly clasped to-

gether.
Insensibly the two witnesses of this meet-

ing felt themselves to be left out of all
this. There was no part nor place for them
here. The young man's brown eyes
twinkled; the girl's blue ones shot back a
swift and wordless reply. The lad's lips
half formed a question. The girl' dimpling
cheek sent back a silent answer. In an-

other moment they had moved quietly
away together. A few paces took them safe
cut of earshot, with only the great blue
vault of the sky above them, and the broad,
glittering immensity of the sea before
them. And when they were gone quite
pone so that they could not possibly hear
any longer. Mrs. Henson left off chattering
to her old lover and nodded her pretty old
head after them.

"They have gone, you see. There was no
r.po-- f for us to say a word."

"Have you said anything to him?"
"Net a word. All he has been told is that

he must marry a girl with a great deal of
money or else the old place will have to go
to the jerrybuilder. He quite understands
the necessity."

"You have not told him about Muriel,
then?"

"He knows nothing whatever about her,
not even her name. I told him that I was
coming to Brighton in order to sec a very
old friend of mine whom I had not seen for

and, of course, he came with me.
Alan is a very good boy; he has always
lived with me since his father died, and
Henson Tower? had to be let. My poor boy
left nothing, you know. He ran through
every penny that racing stable "

"Yen, yes, I know I heard. It was a sad
pity."

"Well, I don't know. He enjoyed his life,
you know, up to the end. Put, of course.
It is rough on my peor grandson to be shut
out of everything that h was born to."
' "Well, luckily there is Muriel's money.

Xy girl Sophy, as I wrote to you, made a
tnesalliance. She married, much against
my wishes, a Manchester man, who died

worth half a million of money. Sophy is a

chronic invalid, and so Thomas Graya
ood enough fellow In hi way-l- eft tht

O
to

child to my guardianship. She spends half
the year with me and half with her mother.
When Fhe is twenty-on- e she will come into
her money. At present I keep her on a
very small allowance, and she has no idea
that she is an heiress. I have always put
it clearly before her that I shall select a
suitable husband for her myself, and I
think she will be quite ready to obey me in
the matter."

"Hum yes perhaps. All the same, we
will not tell her that we want her to marry
Abn," observed Mrs. Henson. thoughtfully.
"My opinion is that young people are exact-
ly like Irish pigs. If you want them to go
In one direction you must drive them forci-
bly in another."

"Aha! that's very true. Well, but sup-
pose they take a fancy to each other to-

day?"
"Then we must oppose them tOQth and

nail."
"You always were a clever girl, Ellen,"

said the old man admiringly.
"And you always were a foolish boy,

John," replied the old woman playfully.
Meanwhile the two young people were

looking at the sea, or ostensibly doing so,
whilst all the time they were stealing side
glances at each other.

"How big and strong and handsome he
is," thought the girl.

"How sweet and dainty and charming
she is," thought the boy.

They were both rather shy; but though
he was twenty-tw- o and she only nineteen
it was Muriel who found courage to start
the conversation.

"How funny. They were so taken up
with each other they never introduced us,"
she said, laughingly. "Here we are left
to talk to each other and we don't even
know one another's names or who we are."

"Well, we can put that right very soon,"
replied Alan. "I am. Alan Henson, and I
am Mrs. Henson's grandson and you?"

"My name is Muriel Gray, and Lord
Learman is my grandfather."

And they proceeded to make other in-

teresting discoveries and confidences to
to each other. Their fathers were both
dead.---The- had no brothers and sisters.
They had neither of they ever had much
fun or pleasure in their lives. Alan lived
with his grandmother in tho little Dower
House by the side of the big park in the
north of England. That was his own, but
it was let to strangers because he would
never be rich enough to live in it himself,
unless but never mind that. Where did
Miss Gray live? Did she ever have good
times, and go to dances and picnics? But
Muriel shook her head sadly. Her life was
divided between two invalids her mother,
who had spine complaint and lay on the
sofa all daj and her grandfather, who was
a cripple with rheumatism. She had never
been to dance or a party in her life.

"Ah, well," said Alan, "we are both
rather unfortunate, I think, but I am worse
off than you are." And then he told her
the story of his impoverished acres. It had
been decided that when the present ten-
ants gave up the lease of Henson Towers,
as they were going to do in a year's time,
the place would have to be sold.

"And its such a lovely old place," he
went on. "It has been for more than two
hundred years in my family a great grey
stone house, surrounded by a moat, with
Ivy growing half over it. and beautiful
carved chimneys, and a big gateway like
a cathedral porch; and, oh, Miss' Gray,
such gardens! Long green walks and ter-
races, and old yews and mulberry trees,
with borders always gay with dear old-fashion- ed

flowers. And there is a ruined
chapel at one side, and a great still lake
covered with water-lilie- s At the other; and
beyond there is the park, and an avenue
of lime trees half a mile long. And such
glades and woods! Such glorious oaks and
chestnuts, and a hawthorn dell that is
white with flowers and carpeted with blue-

bells In the early summer. You never saw
such a beautiful park as Henson is! "

"I never saw such a park in my life," re-

plied Muriel, earnestly. "My mother lives in
London. My grandfather lives here at
Brighton. I never seem to have seen any-

thing else. Don't you love Henson Park
very much?"

"Love it! I should think I do! I love every
inch of it. I've known every tree and shrub
in it all my life, for though it has been let
since my father died, yet I have always
been able to ramble over the place as I
liked, and the Dower House, where granny
lives, is Inside the park. Just think what it
would be to see it sold and cut up into
building lots!" and Alan's eyes filled with
tears as he spoke.

Muriel's eyes filled too out of sympathy.
"Oh, but that would be dreadful!" she
cried. "Can nothing b done? Can't you
work and make some money?"

The boy shook his head. "Not enough, I
am afraid. Besides, it would take years and
years till I was quite old however hard I
worked; and next year there are some
mortgages to be paid off. Ah, you don't
understand about that. But, anyhow, the
lawyers say it must be sold to pay off these
debts."

"And you can do nothing? Nothing?"
The girl's eyes were full of a sweet com-

passion. Alan thought he had never re-

ceived such a measure of divine pity In his
life before. His brow grew dark with misery

a misery which he had often dimly fore-
seen but had never really understood be-

fore. The brooding shadow of his life took
shape and substance now.

"Yes," he answered, in a stifled voice,
"there is one thing that I can do that I am
told I must do "

"And that one thing?"
"Is to marry a rich woman I don't love,

bo that I may save the home of my
fathers."

There was a silence.
Muriel looked away across the sea.
"And," she said in a queer little hard

voice, "you have made up your mind to do
this one thing then to to sell yourself for
money?"

"What am I to do?" he cried, vehement
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ly. "They tell me that It is my duty, that
I shall be a coward and a cur If I flinch
from doing it, and besides, I love Henson
so much so much. Oh, can't you under-
stand?"

For the moment it seemed as though her
opinion, her comprehension, her forgiveness
even were of more value to him than any-
thing. He bent forward to see her face, but
Muriel's head was turned away. She
seemed to be Intently watching a little
brown-saile- d fishing smack that lay half a
mile away on the glassy surface of the sea.
The sun caught the brown sail as the
smack moved and turned it into a beautiful
golden yellow. Then the shadow fell again,
and behold it was nothing more lovely than
a dirty brown! Alan thought it was like an
allegory of his own life.

"Tell me. I entreat you," he pleaded, "tell
me that you don't utterly despise me."

But she told him nothing of the sort, and
he knew that she did despise him.

"I am thinking of thit poor girl," she
said presently. 'That girl whom you don't
love, but whom you are going to marry
only because she is rich. I pity that poor
girl from the bottom of my heart."

Alan looked at her quickly. Her face was
set and hard. Her eyes looked cold and
angry. He laughed a little nervously.

"Oh, but there is no girl for you to pity--not

yet at least. I don't know who she Is.
Granny or the lawyers are going to find me
one some Liverpool or Manchester heiress.
I am told there are several who would be
glad to have Hensor Towers. It's a beau-
tiful place, you know."

Muriel laughed outright, and somehow
all the hardness went oat of her face. "Oh,
but now you are really funny!" she cried,
merrily. "If that girl is "not found yet,
don't let us think about her! Be happy
now. A year is a long way off. Who knows
what may happen between now and next
year!"

"I believe you are right," answered Alan,
more cheerfully. "I am sure I am glad
enough to forget it. Shall we walk on a
little? Our grandparents seem quite hap-
py, don't they? Did you know that they
were once engaged to be married when
they were young?"

"No, really? Oh, do tell me about It!
How very Interesting. Why were they not
married then?"

"Oh, the usual thing. No money; par-
ents and guardians intervened and parted
them, and each married somebody else."

"And their lives were spoilt probably,"
said the girl, thoughtfully.

"Yes; that is what parents and guardians
enjoy, I believe spoiling the lives of those
who are to come after them."

"You speak very bitterly, Mr. Henson."
"1 feel very bitterly, Miss Gray. So

would you if you knew it was your duty
to marry a fat, vulgar Manchester heir-
ess!"

"Ah, now you are ridiculous! Why
should she be cither fat or vulgar? Some
Manchester people, surely, are neither. Do
you know, my father was a Manchester
man."

"Oh, I beg your pardon!" said Alan, red-
dening.

"You need not. I do not remember him,
for he died when I was three years old,
but my mother has a portrait of him. He
was quite slight and very nice looking."

"He must have been if he was your
father," said the young man, rather lamely.

"That does not follow; but I told you to
show you that all Manchester people ate
not offensive; and if you could love that
poor rich girl who has got to be your wife,
then it will be all right. You must try and
love her."

Alan looked at his companion for a mo-

ment In silence. The sun lit up her fair
face and shone straight Into her lovely
eyes. He had never seen anyone like her
before, she was so charming, as well as
so pretty, and so sympathetic; and he was
sure that she was good.

"I can't love her," he said, slowly. "I am
quite sure I can't; so It would be no use
my trying, would it?"

"Oh. but why can't you?"
"I know that I love someone else."
"Oh h! Then that alters the case en-

tirely," replied Muriel, and her color rose a
little and her eyes fell. "And the someone
else it poor, probably?"

"I neither know nor care," cried the boy.
Impetuously. "I only know that I never
saw anyone like her before, and that she Is
of more value to me than a score of heir-
esses! I have met my queen the only girl
In the world I could ever love only, of
course, I may not love her!"

"They are calling us. Let us go back!"
broke In Muriel, and she turned quickly
round toward the bath chairs. Neither
spoke another word until they reached
their grandparents.

They came back with rather red" faces
and with averted eyes, and as they ap-

proached Lord Learman muttered to his
companion:

"They haven't hit It off. They are not
speaking to each other; they look as if
they had quarreled."

"I don't think so," replied the old lady,
with a twinkle In her eyes. And no doubt
ladles understand these things better than
gentlemen do.

Mrs. Henson and her grandson remained
at Brighton for a week. Every day the two
old people met in their bath chairs on the
Parade, and every day the two young ones
sauntered away together. Three times did
the old lady and Alan dine with Lord Leat-ma- n

in the gloomy house in a side street
where he had settled down to live out the
remainder of hl3 life, and on these occa-

sions Muriel, by her grandfather's special
desire, dressed herself in a pretty, low
white evening dress and wore her mother's
pe3rls round her slender throat, looking,
it is needless to say. Infinitely charming in
this costume. Alan Henson fell more In
love with her than ever.

After dinner they found that the far
corner by the piano In the back drawing
room was a most interesting place to re-

main In; and Muriel sang old ballads,
whilst Alan chimed in In the chorus, and
sometimes for long Intervals the music
ceased altogether and their subdued voices
filled up the moments with murmured mu-

tual confidences; for the glamor of love's
young dream was over them both, and the
minutes sred by on golden wings.

The test day came. The shadow of part-
ing was over them both. Mrs. Hensen and

c m. n v.

" '5l .

NtT GUILTY.
First Hobo (In fcurprise You look mighty queer, Frosty. Have you

taken a bath?
Second Hobo (ditto) Why, no. Is there on xnUsm

Alan were going back to their home in the
north country, and two days later Muriel
was to return to her mother's house in
South Kensington.

He loved her, but he had not dared to tell
her so. The shadow that lay over his whole
life could not be lifted. He felt that he
ought never to see her again. But he told
his grandmother he had fallen in love with
Muriel Gray.

Mrs. Henson threw up her hands in pre-
tended dismay. "My dear boy, what a ca-

lamity! And you have told her so?"
"No. no. granny. I may be a fool, but I

hope I am a gentleman. I know that I can-

not marry her, and so I have not been bo
dishonorable as to make love to her. I
know quite well what my duty is, and I
mean to do it. When I say good-by- e to
Muriel to-nig- ht It must be forever and
ever, but she w-i- ll never know that may
heart is broken."

"Good, brave boy!" said his grandmother,
patting him on the shoulder. "Turn your
back upon temptation, Alan, and do your
duty. Then heaven's blessing will rest upon
you."

And for the first time in his life Alan
shook off her hand Impatiently and flounced
himself out of the room.

The old lady chuckled to herself.
- "He has fallen in love with her," she
said to Lord Learman that evening, "but
he is determined to bid her an eternal fare-
well."

"Bless my soul!" But that's very bad,
Ellen."

"On the contrary. It's very good."
"He will go away and forget her."
"Not he. He would, no doubt, if the

course of true love ran smoothly, but when
it doesn't a man never forgets."

"No, that's true enough, Ellen," and the
old man put out his hand and grasped the
old woman's. "I never forgot you, I know,
and I was miserable after I married poor
Blanche."

"Well, I don't mean my boy to be mis-

erable. He has got to marry money, no
doubt, but If he can love the woman who
has got It, he will be happy, and love comes
first. Let those contradict that assertion
who dart "

Meanwhile, at the other end of the room,
a great and ever Increasing sadness
brooded.

Muriel could not sing, Alan could not talk.
All the little jokes fell flat. They could
neither of them laugh. Her slender fingers
wandered vaguely over the ivory keys, but
somehow they fell into a minor key, and a
little plaintive undercurrent of melody
skimmed like a shadow through their words
and looks.

"Will he give up that woman for my
sake?" thought Muriel.

"Will she think me a brute if I go away
without speaking?" thought Alan, and their
loeks met In an agony of doubt and of em-

barrassment.
As the evening drew to a close, Muriel,

but for womanly pride, would have been In
tears; and although her pride sustained her
outwardly it made her appear rather cold
and distant, so that Alan said to himself:
"After all she does not love me. It is only
I who suffer."

And all the time Muriel was saying to her-
self: "If he would only just say once 'I love
you! then I would let him go and never
trouble him again. I could live on those
three words forever."

But he never said them.
At the last their parting was very demure

and quiet. They were both pale, and their
hands were cold as ice.

"Good-bye!- " he said. "You have been
very kind to me."

"Have I?" she answered, absently. "I
didn't mean to be," and perhaps he under-
stood the enigmatical words.

"Come along, Alan. Our fly has been
waiting half an hour," crlef Mrs. Henson,
and the young people moved forward side
by side Into the front room. If their feet
were like lead, their hearts were heavier
still.

The Ilensons were leaving early the next
morning. Just as they reached the door
Alan said suddenly to Muriel: "I wish you
could see Henson Towers, then you would
understand."

"So she shall see it!" cried Mrs. Henson,
briskly. "I promise you that, Muriel. You
shall see Henson some day."

But Alan shook his head sadly, and in an-

other moment the formal good-bye- s were
over, and the door had closed upon the de-

parting guests.
A month went by. Thirty-on- e weary,

lagging days that dragged themselves
slowly and laboriously away. Muriel had
gone back to her mother's In London. It
was now August, and the weather was
heavy and sultry. Mrs. Gray never left
home. There was no autumn outing for
her daughter. Muriel could not possibly
want change, she argued, not unreason-
ably, after six months of such beautiful
bracing air as Brighton. Perhaps she was
right, but London in August Is very quiet
and dull, and Muriel told herself that it
was owing to the season of the year that
she felt so depressed and out of spirits.
The distant South Kensington square was
scarcely a cheerful place. Mrs. Gray's
Jointure was small. She was a feckless,
extravagant woman, who had ever been
in the habit of letting her money dribble
away uselessly, and her husband had real-
ized this fact and had not left her the
wherewithal to fritter away his hard-earne- d

gains.
His daughter's large fortune was very

much tied up In the hands of trustees, so
that it could not be touched till Muriel was
twenty-on- e. Moreover, one of the condi-tio- ns

of Mrs. Gray's quarterly payments
was that her daughter should be kept in
Ignorance of the Inheritance until her
twentieth birthday. That would leave her
a year to settle what she would do with
It when she got it, Mr. Gray had thought.
Mrs. Gray lived simply enough, with two
maids. She was a constant invalid and
never entertained; her doctor was now her
chief solace in life. It was a dull home for
a bright young thing like Muriel, certainly,
but she had never found herself quite so
miserable in It as she was now.

Up in Westmorland Alan was scarcely
more happy, although he had many mote
distractions than she had. There was the
trout stream to begin with, and there was
some black game to be shot upon the
moors. The tenants were abroad, so he
could wander as he chose about his own
property. But Alan did not enjoy himself
as much as usual. The trout did not rise
as they ought to do. He shot badly and1
missed his birds. The beautiful park nest-
ling under the round-toppe- d hills seemed
less delightful to him than of old. Was
it all worth it after all? he began to ask
himself. Was anything In the whole world
worth Muriel and the chance of her love?
He began to waver in his determination.
There was no hutry. The rich woman was
not found. He himself was not going to
move a finger in the matter. He had told
his grandmother so and he had told the
lawyers. If a sufficiently wealthy lady
willing to be his wife were brought to him
he would do his duty and propose to her.
More than that was not to be expected of
him. Well, they had not found any lady
yet. Perhaps she was not to be found. He
should not be altogether sorry if sne never
were found, only In that case he supposed
Henson would be sold under his very eyes.
It would be bad, very bad, but would It
not perhaps be worse If he were divided
from Muriel forever?

Then one day the blow fell.
One morning at breakfast Mrs. Henson

looked up from br litters and spoke.

"My dear Alan, a lady Is coming to stay
here very soon, who will, I think, answer
the purpose we have in view."

"You mean." he gasped, "a rich lady?"
"Her fortune Is ample."
"Does she know what you have asked her

here for?"
"Not exactly. It would not be quite de-

cent to tell her, would it?"
"Perhaps she may not accept my offer,"

said the boy after a few minutes in a low
voice. He had walked away to the win-

dow and stood looking out of it gloomily.
The beautiful park and its fine clumps of
trees of which a wide sweep was visible
from his grandmother's little house, ap-

peared to him suddenly to be ugly and
hateful. Never had the broad acres of his
inheritance seemed less lovely In his eyes.
"Perhaps she may refuse me," he said
again.

"Let us hope not," repiied his grand-
mother, cheerfully. She smiled and nodded
at him and appeared to be in the best of
spirits. "It is your business to see that she
accepts you, Alan. You are young, good
looking and by no means a fool. You can
make yourself acceptable to her if you
choose. It is your duty to do so."

"Very well, don't let us talk about it. 1

am going to do my duty, as you know.
What is the girl or woman like? Is she
even young? Is she vulgar or very plain?
Have you seen her?"
' "Yes, I have seen her. She is young and
not at all unpresentable. More than that
I had rather not say. It would not be fair
to prejudice your mind beforehand."

"Ah, then, I quite understand," cried
Alan, bitterly. "But it doesn't really mat-
ter in the least, does it, what she is like?
When one marries a woman from the most
sordid motives it's best to make no pretense
about anything else; besides which, if my
heart Is irrevocably given to another wom-
an, it does not signify In the least what she
Is like only, for the sake of my friends, I
trust she will at least pass muster for a
lady."

"She will do . that, certainly," said Mrs.
Henson, quietly.

Alan made as though he were about to
leave the room.

"Walt. Don't go yet. I have another little
bit of news to give you not so important
as the first, but still It may Interest you."

"Yes?"
"Muriel Gray is coming to stay with us

to-day- ."

"What!" he. shouted out. and his face
flushed and his eyes shot fire. "Muriel!
What for why?"

Mrs. Henson laughed. "Do you object?
Shall I send a telegram to stop her coming?
There would be Just time to put her off."

"No no! Of course not!" he gasped.
"But why now, when this other is coming?
They cannot be here together."

"No, that is just why. They won't be
here together certainly. And don't you
remember I promised Muriel that she
should se Henson Towers? I thought she
had better come first before the other,
you know. Will you not be glad to see
her?"

"Glad! I should think so! But, oh,
granny, this is a fearful temptation for
me the trial will be a hard one,"

"Not at all. I am quite sure you will be
equal to it. You always do put duty first,
my dear boy; and you have bo firmly and
bravely made your decision that I am cer-
tain you can be trusted to do what Is
right."

Nothing more was said, and Muriel Gray
arrived that "night.

There followed two beautiful golden
August days. Alan and Muriel wandered
together all over the park. They took their
lunch out and ate It by the trout stream
under the willows; then they took out a
tea basket and discussed Its contents high
up on the hills, with the house lying in the
valley below them. As the tenants were
away, Alan was able to take Muriel inside
the house and to show her all the family
portraits and tho old furniture. All day
long they were together and granny' pte-tend- ed

not to notice. Yet, though they
were so happy, and so taken up with one
another, not one word of love passed Alan's
lips during the whole of thce two long
summer days. Only he spoke often of
Henson, and of his love and his duty to
the home and his ancestors, and MurlU
answered quietly and sadly that she un-

derstood it was his duty to sacrifice him-
self. The third day came, and Alan did
not know, whilst Murial had utterly for-
gotten, that it was her twentieth birthday.
But Mrs. Henson both knew and remem-
bered it.

After breakfast she called her grandson to
her Into the morning room.

"I have newß for you, Alan. The Man-
chester heiress will be here to-day- ."

He turned very pale, but said nothing.
"I ought, I think, to tell Muriel," con-

tinued the old lady; "in fact, I have de-
cided to do so."

"No, no!" cried Alan, in a chocked voice.
"I implore, I entreat you not to tell her,"
and then suddently he fell on his knees by
her chair and burled his face in the folds
of her dress. "Oh, granny, granny!" he
broke out, lifting a white and haggard face
to hers. "It's no use, I cannot do it! I have
striven nd struggled to do my duty, but it
is Impossible! I can't marry this woman
whilst my whole heart belongs to Muriel,
and she my darling loves me. That is
what makes it impossible."

"You have asked her, then, if she loves
you?"

"No, I have not spoken a word; I have
been tongue-tie- d. But I know that she loves
me by her sweet, shy looks, by her chang-
ing color, by her soft, hushed voice, by a
tnousand things by which a man can al-

ways guess that a maiden loves him. Oh,
granny, you must know, or have you for-
gotten?"

"No, my dear, I have not forgotten,
though I am an old woman. Well, what Is
to be done?"

"I don't know. But I think you had bet-
ter send that Manchester woman away.
Can't you wire to her not to come?"

"Not very well. I think you will have to
see' her. Alan."

"But I can't marry her. In fact, I won't
marry her! " he cried, springing to his feet
and beginning to pace up and down the
room. "Henson will have to go to the
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Ar.7 communication Intended (or this depart
L liter).
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A familiar quotation from "The Anatomy
Of Mtlancholy." ROBERT.

i4cwdi:lktio.
And now 'tis June dear June, as Lowellsays.

And then he says lots more about It.
THREE. like the bobolinks, his heart-fel- tpraise

So WHOLEs him that he needs mustshout it!
Ah June! you can be pretty if vou trv,

lth blushing flowers, the meadow-lark'- s
sweet TWO.

The fresh south wind that greets the passer--
by.

The .fragrant valley and the sparkling
dew.

And vet, of late we cannot well forget
That lots of June days are extremely wet.

KATPA KAPPA.
14T.-KXIfi-MAS.

Some Favorite Books.
1. A well-know- n literary man has his

workroom upholstered and hung with red."It's my favorite story In modern fiction,"he explains enigmatically to friends whoare admitted to his sanctum. 2. "Did thebaby give you any trouble?" his motherasked Tommy, who had taken charge of hissmall brother all the afternoon. "No," saidTommy, "the baby slept most of the time,
and. of course. I enjoyed that. It's thejolllest book I know; must read It again!"
3. The little maid had built her sand castleand now she was getting spoils from theocean to decorate it with. Every wave laidits treasures of pearly shells and delicateseaflowers at her bare brown feet, andsoon her basket was quite full. "Baker'sfamous old tale, eh?" said an old gentle-
man, peeping in it. as she passed. "How Iloved that bock when I was a boy!"

MABEL P.

14A CHAR AUK.
The old church tower COMPLETES the

town.
The town COMPLETES the sea;

To ALL some papers I sat down;My maid TWOed PRIMAL me.
I turned around and caught mv maid;

"You are dismissed," 1 cried";
"O! please COMPLETE my fault." shesaid.

"No! leave me," I replied.

The old church tower COMPLETES thetown.
The town COMPLETES the sea;

I watched the blue waves with a frown;My conscience troubled me.
The blue waves, daclng, seemed to sav.

"COMPLETE. COMPLETE, forgive!"
I did her grateful TWO that day

Will help me while I live. E. E. C.

140. A WOODSMAN'S PROIILCM.
Jack and I have always been great

chums. This is not surprising, seeing thatthe families to which we belong are theonly settlers within a radius of at least five
miles. Our fathers are general Tarmers andboth make a special hobby of apiculture.Jack's home is at the northeast corner of ablock of land a mile and a quarter square,
while ours is at the opposite southwest cor-
ner. On my last birthday Jack camethrough the bush to our place to bring mea birthday gift and to see what other pres-
ents I had got. One of these was FenlmoreCooper s story "Oak Openings," and wewere both soon deeply interested in thefirst chapter, which describes the hero'smethod of locating a bee's nest. "Say wetry it." suddenly suggested Jack. I agreed,
and having procured a glass tumbler anda piece of honeycomb, we set out to findsome wild honey by putting to practicaltest the method described. We commenced

hammer. I am going to marry Muriel
Gray."

Mrs. Henson sat silently smiling to herself
for a few minutes, whilst Alan, all his
youthful, boyish submislon gone, continued
to pace with manlike vigor up and down
the tiny room.

"Go and bring Muriel here," said the old
lady at last.

"Here? New? What for? he queried,
quickly. "I I rather want to talk to her
myself, granny. Just now."

"Do me the kindness of postponing your
talk with her until after I have seen her,
my dear boy. I won't keep her five min-
utes."

"What do you want to say to her?
"Never mind. But you shall hear. You

may be present at our interview, if you
like. Go and fetch her; and, on your
honor, say no word of love to her until
after I release her. Tromlse, Alan."

He promised, and went away to find the
girl.

A few mlutes later they came back to-
gether, Muriel looking a little puizled
and anxious.

"I know what it is," she had said to Alan.
"That girl Is to come here, and the spare
room will be wanted for her. Is that not
It?"

But Alan did not answer her; only she
saw that his face was full of trouble.

Mrs. Henson's first words to Muriel were
a surprise to them both.

"Muriel, my dear. It is your birthday, Is
it not? "

'Why, so it is! I declare I had forgotten
it! " she answered, laughing.

"Come and kiss me, my love, and let me
wish j'ou many happy returns of the day!
You are twenty to-da- y, are you not? "

"Yes, Mrs. Henson." Granny held her
by the hand.

"I have a birthday offering for you. my
dear child. An 'offering,' you know, means
a thing that Is offered. You can take it or
leave it, as you like."

The young people looked at one another
doubtfully.

"Here is my grandson. Alan Henson,

0 SIP' 111 ww

Mamma Well, Charles. I'll forgive you this time; and 1U very pretty
of you to write a letter saying you are orry.

Charles Ye, ma; but don't tear It up please.
Mamm-W- by, Charles?
Chsurle Because It will do for the next time.

nt shouij be ai!r?.-- to E. K. ChaJiurn,
Main?.

operations at a spot a Quarter of a rr.!
west and a quarter of a mile rrth from
home. Having caught a t-e- e fry placing the
tumbler over it we set the glass over th
honeycomb, and soon the bee-- loaded Itself
with honey. We then took away the Rla5,
for we knew that the 'be? would h eagr
to return to its home with Its precious 1 - a 1
of honey. After rifing and circling round
over the honeycomb it made a dart away
on a "bee-line- " for its home. My eye couli
not follow It, but w st out In the direc-
tion In which Jack claimed It hid pr,n. Py
catchinß other bees we found that .Taelc
was right. We proceeded until, approach-
ing the woods, we thought we mu?l h
near the nest. We wtre now half a mll
east and three-quarte- rs of a mile north
from home. In order to 'make the angle '
that our hero had spoken ef. we left cjr
bee-li- n and went due ast for a ;urtr
of a mile and again snt a be horn. This
one flew off into the woods In a direction
exactly northeast. Leaving Jack to follow
lt. I returned to the first line; and now e
began to taste in anticipation the wild
honey which is said to be so much f.r.r
than domestic honey. All that was to be
done was for each to follow a be-iln- e; we
must then meet at the hive of the bees.
But there's many a slip 'twixt cup and
Up, and I will presently tell you why. al-
though we found the bee?, we failed to se-

cure anj wild honey. But. on second
thoughts, the reader may dMermin this
for himself by drawing a plan of our homes
and of our operations. F. L S.

iso. it nvi :n sal.
"I don't know why they named me

FIRST."
She said. "I have no gift ct soaring;

I cannot sing; I am not versed
In art of building or of boring.

To turn it round, it seems like some
Strange degradation of one's fity,

To find it suddenly become
A most abhorrent Hindu deity.

M. C. S.

151 COMIIIXATIONS.
A
B 10
K 9
X s
u 4

Combine either two or four of the above
letters and numerals, using an equal num-
ber of both in each word, so as to read
phonetically as follows: 1. In the fore part
of a vessel. 2. Kind. 3. Prior to. . Threshed.
5. Having the nature or qualities of a dog.
6. Lessen. NOTLIll.

1 ru- - v m 1 : it 1 c 1..

The sailor loves the boundless deep.
And smiles to sec the wild waves leap

L!ke children sporting merrily.
He welcomes every passing sail.
And watches for salute or hail

-6 out at

JM-o-- C with pure delight
lie sees the stars come out at right

Lone ships In heaven's immensity
While the horizon's 5 to 3
Grows smaller as they brlchter shine

-6 out at -3.

Oh! Nature, all thy works arc grand!
And tollers, both on waves and land.

May feast admiring eyes on thee;
But 1 to 9 men best uphold
Thy grandeur, as thtir course thv hold

out at E. E. C.

riti.i: im:u.
The successful solver of No. 123 is Leatha

M. Paddock, Terre Haute. Ind.
Other excellent lists of authors are ac-

knowledged from Mrs. F. Ha ekle man,
Norah M. Stebbins. It. A. Nnyes. Miss F. A.
Case, Frank Lorir.g. P. E. Ransome, M.
H. K., Mrs. Cora McCarty, O. 1). Douplass,
Pernio. Winona Ncwsom, E. ei. StearnsMary E. Badger. M. Alice Dodc. Helen A.
Pratt, Eugenie, Roseoe Lund, Mary Walk-
er, E. H. P.. Nannie J. Nation, Mrs. Farn-ha- m,

Mrs. Kate School . Ida N. Watkln,
R. H. Alllnson, Peter Kr.owlcs. Mabel EN
lerton.

125 Trenton, New Jer.-rv- .
13 High-bor- n.

131 1. Grouse. 2. Pewit. Woodpvkr.
4. Curlew. 5. Bluebird. 6. IVlican. 7. Pheas-
ant. X. Oriole.

132 Sang, sing, song. sung.
1031. DaN. 2. Ar-n- O. 3. No-v- l. 4. Pan-I-e- L.

5. EvE. 6. Lay-ar- P. 7. N. 6.
Os-s- A. Nov-go-rol- ).

134 Mislay, ifday, slay, lay, ay.
135 'J and S altars; M and 4 yearly sac-

rifices.,
lSS-Du- ties, suited.

who tells me that he has lo.n his heart to
you"

"Oh. Mrs. Henson!"
"Well, now, I offer him to you as a hus-

band. Don't snatch your hand away,
Muriel, and don't you look so foolish, Alan.
My dear children, you love each other, and
love comes first. Money Is a very good
thing, but it's not everything in this
world."

And hers Alan chimed in: "My grand-
mother is quite rlRht, Muriel. Money is
not everything. It is. in fart, nothing
where lov Is concerned. And I love you
with my whole heart, and have made up
my mind to marry you if you will have me,
darling and and Henson Towers may
to the dogrs!" And then and there Alan took
her into his arms, and they clung to one
another, she hiding her crimson face
against his breast.

"Well, at any rate. Muriel," remarked
granny, dryly, "you enn never say Alan
married you for your money:"

"For my money! What do you mean,
Mrs. Henson?"

"Why, she has.no money, granny."
"I am not so sure about that. There has

been a secret kept from you all your life,
Muriel. But on your twentieth birthday
your father wished you to be told. You
arc twenty to-da- y. ar.d Lord Iarman,
your guardian, has deputed to me the peas-
ant task of telling you. Your father died
a very rkh man, my dear child, and you
are his heiress. In a year's time you win
be one of the rich-- t young women in Eng-
land."

"Granny, is this true? n0w wonderful!'
and by some queer instinct Alan sudden-

ly took his arm from the girl s waist and
stood away from her. looking at her doubt-
fully and almost with consternation.

Muriel was pale and her lips trernblM.
"But I don't understand, Mr.--. Henson; if
I am so rich that I can marry Alan, a of
course, I am certainly going to do, where
was the need of that other pirl? You need
surely not have sent for lhnt Manchester
heiress."

"My dear, you ate the M.inch tier heir-
ess." aSd granny, .rr.ilirg. "We planned
it all your grandfather and 1; we are the
culprits. You see, we wanted A!an to
marry you for ourijclf, and r ot for your
money. And I think you will admit t!ut
our little plot lias beer, thoroughly suc-
cessful. Now, go away together and do
your love making, my dear children."

Copyright. !.::.

A Little ili--r Compliment.
Kansas City Journal.

Two women and a bright little girl occu-
pied seats in a Prospect-avenu- e car last
evening. The little pirl attracted attention
with her questions and answers, it si
when the car reached Eighte-ent- tre-- t

that the climax was reached. At that poii.t
the car makes a long stop befure pulling vt
the hill. It was while th- - car was at a
standstill that a pretty woman, and evi-
dently a friend of the two in the car,
passed along.

"Oh, dear! There M-- s. S-- My! She
such a handsome woman." sai l the mother
of the bright little girl to her frie-r.d- .

"Yes. She is beautiful." assented the
frind.

The little Rirl was locking out of the
window after the figure strolling up the
hill. Presently the turned In her sera.

"Say, mamma; you look Juu like that
lady."

"Do I, dear?" asked the mother sweetly.
"Yes. Just '2actly all 'eept the head."
The little girl is still wondering why the

earful of people laughed.


